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THE RIVAL QUEENS, Se. 


5 A C T I. Se E NE E, rhe 3 of Semiramis. E 
H. pleſtiou and Lyſimachus fighting. Clytus parting them, 
Che. HAT are you madmen ? T his a time for 
quarrel? 
Put ap I ſiy—Or, by the -ods that bern d me, 

He who retuſes makes a toe of Clytus. 1 

Ly. have his ſword. 
(ch. But muſt not have his life... 
LJ. Maſt not! old Clytus! _ 
| Ch. Hair-brain'd boy, you muſt not. 
Ib. Lend me thy ſword, thou father of the war, 

; Thou far- fam'd guard of Alexander's life: 5 
Oaurſe on this weak unexecuting arm! 

Lend it, old Clytus, to redeem my fame; 
Lyimsebus! is brave, and elſe will ſcorn me. | 
I. There, take x # ſword ; and, face thou” rt beat 

F . | | 

| Know, is thy gloryt that chou 0 .. by me. 

Ciyt. Stay thee, Li timach . s Hephcttion, holl; 
Thur yon both; my bod inte; i 

Not me ſes which of vo u ares t grike. 

By Jove you've tir dt oi men! re ag traſh arm 2 


That firtt adzances, moves agaiud tt 00s.” 


And our great king, whoſe —_ I tt:ud, 
Ly/. Some propꝰter time mutt term nate our 5 
Hepb. And cure the bl-edin, w2unds my honour bears, 


Cut. Some prop'rer time ! *tis talſ»—ao kour is proper; N 


No time ſhouid ſee a brave man do amiſs. 
Say, what's the noble cauſe of ail this ma-ineſe ? 
What vaſt ambition b'ows the dangerous fire? 

Why a rain, ſmiling, whiviag, chz'ning woman. 

By ali my triumphs ! in the heat of youth, 
When towas were ſack'd, and beauties protirate. lar, 
When my, blood boil'“, 20d pature wGk'd me high, 
_ Clytus ne'er bow?'d his body to ſuch ſhane ; 
1 knew em, and deſpis'd their cob «eb arts. 
The whole 1+ x is not worth a ſoldier's thought. 
I/ Our cauſe of quariel may to thee ſeem 8 S 
Bur know, a lefs has ſet the world in arms. 
Ch. Yes, Troy they tell us by a woman fell; 

: Curie on the ſ:x, they are the bane of virtue! 

 D-:ath ! I'd rather this right arm were loſt, 

Iban that the king ſhould best af your Imp! u den ce — 
"What! on a day fer apart for triumph ! 


: fg Ly. 


= < 
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Ly/. We were indeed to blame. 
Coy. The memorable day! 


W den our hot maſter, whoſe impatient ſoul | 


Ontrides the ſun, and ſighs for otter worlds 


| Shall we by broils a» ak- h'm into rage, 
| And rouze the lion. thar has ceas'd to roar ? 


Ly. Cly tus thou'rt r et up thy ſword Hephef- | 


8. Why will you wound | me with your: fond com + 


aas not the ſhaft of love perfyrm'd that feat; 
He knew no Cupid> then. Now mark the chaoge ! 2: 
A A brace of 11val queens embroil the court; f 
And, while each hand is thus emploz' a in beauty, 
© ol hw has he room for Say? | 8 


To ſpreed his conqueſts, ard diffuſe his glory; * 


Now bids the trumpct for a while be ſilert, | 
And plays with mon.:chs, whom he us'd to drive ; 1 


tion: 


He oaffion not eelip-d the 1 ght of reaſon, 
Untold We might this conſequence have ſeen. 


Heth. Why has not reaſ n pewer to ns, pag leve 3 


Why are we thus en ſlav'd! 
85 Chi. Becavie unman'd; 
Pc uſe ye ful.ow Alexander's ſeps. 

N IIcav' us! that a face ſhould thu- bewitch his foul, 
= And ruin all that's greet and g:dhke in it. 
Ik be my bane, yet the od n an muſt talk; 

5 "Not fo be | lov 0 u hen he at Ius fo up ht, 
0 3 nd f 1-1 01 11 mn ghty combat with Darius, | . 
M hom ſtem his chariot fl.n irg all witn gems, 


He hul'd th earth, and catch' d th* imperial cruw n. 0 


Herb. In his heart. 
Cqt. Well ſaid, young minion Fel a forgot 


3 whom | ſpoke—bor Syſigambis comes. 
Now is your time, for with her comes an idol | 
* bat claims your homage — I'll attend the kind. [ Exit. 


Enter yſigambis, with a letter, and Par iſatis. 


plaiuts, 


1 And urge « ſuit that T can never grant ** 


You know, my child, 'tis Alexander's wa; 


| Here, he demands you for his lov'd Hephett tion, 

Jo diſobey him mi; he enflame his wrath, 

And plunge our houſe in ruins yet valnown | 
Par. To ſooth this god, and charm him into exper, | 
s there no victim, none but e e ? 


Mult be docm'd to wretchedae! and oe, = £ 


YO OS REN . EY pro. << 
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That others may enjoy the conqu'ior's ſoils? 


Oh ! if you ever lov'd my roval father-——— | 
And ſure you did, your guſhing tears proclaim "oO | 
Ir ili his name be dear, have pity on ine! 

He would not thus have forc'd me to celpair; 

Indeed he would net. 


Had I begg'd him thus, 


He would have heard me, e'er my heart was broke; 


el. 


S/ When will my ſufferings end! O when a 5 py 


For lixty rolling years, my ſoul has flood 
The dread vicithicudes of fate unmov'd: 


I thought 'em your decrces, and therefore yielded. 


But this laſt trial, as it ſprings from folly, 
Exceeds my ſult rance, and J muſt complain. 


JI. /. When Syligambis mourns, no common woe > 


: C. in be the cauſe- is miſery indeed. ; 
Let pardon, mighty queens a dne prince, 
Who thus preſumes to plead the cauſe of love. 


Beyond my life, beyond the world [ Kue. Rags TEINS: 


Fair Patifatis —Hear me, I conjure you! | 
Rejcct not miae grant me but equal le: ave. 
To ſerve the princeſs, and let love decide. 


Heph. A bleſſing like the beauteous Parifads 


Wh: le years of ſervice, and the world's wide i enpire, 
Wich all the blood that circles in our veins, 

Can never merit ; therefore in my favour. 
| Ibegy'd the king to interpoſe his int'reſt; 


pe Therefore, [ begg'd your majeſty's aſſiſtance ; 4 


5 Your word ts pail, and all my hopes reſt on't. 


Ty. Ag. ] Periſh ſuch . for love's a den- 


rous paſſion 


Which ſeeks the happineſs of her we love, 


Beyond th' enjoyment cf our own deſires, 
Nur kings nor parents here have ought todo. 


Love owns no influence, and diſdains controul ; 


FE Let 'em ſtand neuter —?tis all I aſk. 


Heph. Such arrogance did Alexander oo, 


Would loſe him all the conqueſts he has won. 


Ly To talk of conqueſts well becomes the maa 


c N Whoſe life and ſword are but his rival's gift. 


"ha 


Sy. It grieves me, brave Lyſimachus, to find 


My power fall ſhort of my detires to ſerve you; 


You know Hepheſtion firſt declar'd his love, 
And *tis as true, | prom:ſed him my aid. 


Your glorious king, his mighty advocate, 


Became himſelf an hunble fuppliant — nos 
B 3 Forget 
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Forget her, prince, and triumph o'er your paſion 55 
A conqueſt worthy of a ſoul like thine. Som 
I/. Forget her! madam: ſoon- r ſhall the ſag e Wa 
Forget to thine, aud tumble from his iphere. 
 Farewel, great queen—my honour now demands 15 His 
That Alexa: der thould himſelf explain Eu 
Phat wona'rous merit which exalts his fay'rite, FE 
And calts Lyſimachus at ſuch a diſtance. [Eait Ir, 1 
Li; In this wild tranſport of ungovern'd pathon. - : * aft 

| To tar I fear he will incenſe theking. Poe 
Is Alexander yet, my lord, arrived? _ ET 
Heph, Madam, I know not, but Cafſander « comer, FD 

He may perhaps inform us 55 
ECC | . He 
OS Somcthing there is, I know not why, ths hacks wa.” 1 
. rey my nature ſhrinks at, when J fee him. [ Exerc. Ar 
- Enter Gaſſander. _ 5 
Caſ. The face of day now bluſhes ſcarlet deep : VF 
Neo blackens into night. The low'ring fuß, 1 
As if the dreadful buſineſs he foreknew, „% fl 
Drives heavily his ſable chariot ou. el 
Hou fierce it lightens | how it thunders round 1 me — 
All nature ſeems alarm'd for Alexander. Wi 
Why be it ſo. Her pangs proclaim my waned. „5 
ly (ul*s firſt wiſhes are to ſtartle fate, — 
And ſtrike amazement thro” the hoſt of lea VVV 

A mad Chaldean with a flaming torch, „ 3 
Came to my bed laſt night, and bellowing o'er me, 5 
Well had it been, he cry'd, for Babylon, „ 
If curſt Caſſander never had been born, „„ 

: | Enter Theſſalus with a packet. | . 


How now, dear 1 heſlfalus, what packet's that ? ED 
T5. From Macedon, a truſty flave juſt brougii | a 


| Your father chides us tor our cold delay; © Et: 
He favs Craterus, by the king's appoint nent, | 2 
| Comes, in his rcom, to govern Macedon, _ DT 
Which nothing but the tyrant's death can hinder, | By 
ieee bids us balgly ͤ e 0 
Or quit our purpoſe, and confeſs our fears. 0 
. Is not his fate teſolved ? this night he dies; 3 Di 

| And thus my father bur foreſtells my purpoſe. _ Ty 
How am I flow then ? if I rode on thunder, Ye 
Wing'd as the light'ning, ic would aſk ſome moments 4 
Ere [ copld blaſt the ad ct | this 5 Coloſſus, „ W. 


e. Hi 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 7 
The. Mark where the haughty Pol: perchon comes ! 


| Soine new aftront by Alexander given, 
: Swel's in his heart, and ttings him into madneſs. 


Ca. Now, now's our time; he muff, he hall be our 5 1 
His haoghty foul will Kindle at his wrongs, oy 


| Blaze | into rage, and glory in revenge. 


Euter Pol; pere hon. 
"Pod Still as T fs, freih murmurs fill my ears; 1 


All talk of wrongs, and mutter tles complaints. 
Poor ſoul- less N 8 Their revenge expires 


In idle threats — {he fortitude. of cou ards 1 


ts 


Their province is to talk! 'tis mine to act, 5 
And ſhew rh1s to rant, vhea he dared to wrong me, 


He wrong'd a man whoſe attribute is vengeance, 


Caf. Ali nations bos their heads with lervile Rs 
Ard kiſs the feet of mY exalted man. 


be name, tae ſhout, the bial from ev 'ry mouth | 


I Alexander! a duas 


The lif'ning ear, and drowns the voice of Heav'a. 
The earth's commanders fawn like crouching ſpaniels ; 5 


Aad if this huater of the barbarous world, 


But wind higſel: 4 god, 21 I echo aim 
- With uriverial cry. 


Poly. L fawn, or echo iw, 


| Callander, no! my ſoul diſdaies the thought! | 
Let eaſtern ſlaves or proftitated Greeks  _ 
Er duch. at nis fert, ar tremble if he f.own. 

When | CY D e. chon can dejzend ſo RW 


Fife to 8 10 nur, which th: -0* fi:ids of death, 


Il hare courted, . here the fight was aercett, 
Be ſe rn my p rtivn, inftimy my lit. 


The. L he Kir g may doom me to a th ſnd tortares, | 


| Piy ne Wit 13 fr: 2 42 and r 30k Me 171 Ke Pailotes, 
Etre I shall ſtoop ts idolize his pride, 


Co, Nut Aritand -r, had he rais'd all bell, 


Cov? d. ore have fhuck'd m ſor |, than th 54 batt done, 
* „ 


By th: bie 8g of Philo as“ murder 
OP lypeichor ! h. hail I defe tbe it! 
Da nor your eyes rzin blood tote ih aero ? 


Di: nt the fits bat with ſore ner'd Vengeance, 


To ſerthy o 0 cho war r tortini «a 


Yer, Eiben groaning; a tear, endure 


of 


The torment fine canis ? O deatn to ehiuk it ' 


We ſaw him „ Sd, we ſew hs bones laid are; 
This 1 veias wide lang 1 + and the. poor * ling floß 


"With 
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ih ery pinc⸗ 'S from his boſom torn. | 285 Ren 

of in. el >. hela Were the great h art Lay panting. = Es P 

©" Pelyc Yet all like e cod (cold liteleis Ratues Ort 

| As it _ {:2ht ha troze us into marbleQ. _” C 
„ Whey, with cole cke rage, we ſhould bave flown | Thi 
Io inſtant ven 25 ce on the ruthleſs cauſe, Fiet 
And plung da thouſand dagpers | 1 his heart. 8 Alt 

© Toa. en laſt banquet, when the bowl had gone An 
The £14 dy round, ard wine inſtam'd my ſpitits; 5 In : 
"Tfaw*Cratcrus:and Hep hefticn enter 2 
In. *erlzan robes; to Alexander ain N For 
They larocly drank ; and falling at his feet „„ St 
Wich impious adoration thus ad 54 3 E. 
Their idol god. Hail ſon of thurd 'ring Tove?.--- ary 
Hail frtt ol kin. as ! young Ammoii lice tor eve ct = 


Theo k11S'd the "earth ; on v hich 1 13 aoh'd aloud, 


5 And icon; 7, K d em, w! * they K 2230 u no 45 arder. . 1 { 

5 Whereon the tyrant, farting (rom his thre e Ba 

Spur 'd me to earth, and tan ding on my 3 „ . 

” Learn thou to kiſs it, was his ficice reply ; N 1 

Mile with his foot he pieſo'd me to tn - earth, | 87 

5 T MI lay welbring in a foam of blood; 1 | Ry A 
Poly. Thus when 1 mock'd the Perſians that ad. * 

| bim. | | N 

5 H- Oruck me on the faee, trees s me arcurd, 05 3 

And bid bis guards chaflize me like a fl-ve. is 


But if he "cape my vengeance, way he lire, 

| Great as that god whole name he thus prophanes, | 8 
And uke a flare may I again be beaten, N 
Scoff'd as [ paſs, and branded for a conard.” | -* 

Cal. There ſpcke the ſpirit of Clif kepes Gy 
Remember, he's a man, his fleſh as penetrable A 
As ar * girl's s, ard woupded tco as ſoon; 7 
To give him death ro thunders are requir'd. J 
Struck by a ſtone young Jupiter has LF. LY 
A ſword has pierc'd bira, and the blood has follow" 63 


Navy, we have ſcen an hundred common ailments 
Zo Bring this immortal to the gates of death. 5 n 
Piel. O let us not delay the glorious buſineſs! | 
Our wrongs are gr reat, and honour calls for Wonder. . 
| Are) vour bearts PR. fo 
7775 A Heav'n or hell can make em. g 
Pol. Take then ny bend, and if you doubt my cruth, 5 
Kip up my breatt, and lay my heart upon t. 1 


6 a/c W hile thus we joia our hands as hearts woether. 
Reme mber 
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Remember Hermolaus and he huſh'd. 7 hs 
Pol. Huſh'd as the eve before an hurricane, 


ves Or baleful planets when they ſhed their poiſons. 


Caſ. This day exultiog Baby lon receives 


The mighty robber with him comes Roxana, 
Fierce haughty fair! On his return from India, 
| Artful ſhe met him in the height of triumph, 


And by a thouſand wiles at Suſa hope him, 85 


In all the luxury ot eaſtern revels. 


Pol. How bore Statira his revolied love? 
For, it I err not, ere the king eſp us'd her, 


1 85 She made him promiſe to renounce Roxana. 


The/. No words can paint the anguith it occaſion” d; 


0 n Syſigambis wept, while the wrong'd queen | 
© Scruck o the heart, fel liteleſs on the ground. 


C. When the firlt tumult of her grief was laid, 


I ſought to fire her i to wild revenge; 


And to that end, with all the art | could, | 
Deſcrib'd his paſſion for the bright Roxane, T2 


But tho? I could not to my with inflame her, 
has far at leaſt her jealouſy will u p; TR 
She'll give him troubles thar perhaps may end him, 


And ſer the court in nivetſal uproar, 
But fee ſhe comes. Our pl-ts begin to ripen, 


Now change the vizor, every one diſperſe, „ 
And, with a face ©! friendſhip, meet the king. [Exeunt, 5 


Enter Syſis anibis, Staſ ira, and Pariſatis. 
8e. O for a dagger, a draught of poiſon, flames! 


8 heart, break, break thou wretched en things : 
| Now, by the ſacred. fire, I'll not be held: 5 5 


Pray give me leave to walk, 


Su /. Unhappy Pariſatis! 

Is there no reverence to my perſon due 2 
Fruſt me, Statira, had thy Father liv'd, 
Darius wou'd have heard me. 


Sta. O he's ſalſe. 


5 This glorious man, ova of 4 eld, 


Is 10 his love, and cry god foreſworn. 
O have heard bim breathe ſuch ardent vows, 


Out-weep the morning with his dewy eyes, 


A aq ieh and (wear the liſt' ning ſtars away. 
Sz. Believe not rumour, ts im Es 


Thy Alexander 1 15 renown'd for truth; 
Ab re decelt— 

| Sa. A and let r me die. | Fs 
"Twas 
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was but my fondneſs, *twas my eaſy nature 
| Wou'd have excus'd him—but away ſuch weakne!s, 


Are not his ta:ſehoods, and Statira's wrongs, 


A ſubject canvals'd in the mouth of mil ions? 
Ihe babbling world can talk of nothing _ . 
Why, Alexanc er, why would'ſt thou deceive me“ 

Have not]: v'd thee, cruel as thou ant! 


Have I not kiſe'd thy wounds with dying fondneſs, 


Bath'd 'em in trars, and bound 'em with my hair: 
Wh, le nights I've ſat and watch'd thee as a child, 


LulPd thy fierce pains, and ſung thee to repoſe. 
Par. It man can thus renounce the ſolemn ties 


| Of ſacred love, fidelity and truth, 
Who wou'd regard his vows? 


Sta. Regard his vows, the monfer, traitor ' ! Oh 55 


1 will fortake the haunts of men, converie [neſs; 
No more with aught that's human; dwe'l with dark“, 


For ſince the fight of him is now unwelcome, 


What has the world to gire Stati a joy. Sh 
Fett 1 muit tell thee, perjur'd as h: * 
Not the tott breezes of the genial {pringy 
The fragrant violet, or op'ting role, 

Are halt fo ſweet as Alexander's breath: 1 
Then he will talk—gçod gods how he will tall! 
He ſpeaks the kindeſt worde, and looks ſuch things, 
Vous with ſuch paſſion, and ſwears with ſuch a grace, 5 
1 it is heav'n to be deluded by him. . 
Sy /. Her ſorrows muſt have Way. Alas, my child ! FE 


Sa. Roxana then enjoys my perjur'd love; ; 


- Rr claſps my monarch | in her arms, 

Doats on ny conqu'ror, my dear lord, my king. 
Oh "1s roo much ! by Hrav*n I cannot bear it! 

III die, or rid me of the burning t. ture. 

; Hear me, bright god of day, hear ev'ry god. 


Sy /. Take heed, Statira; weigh it weil, my child, 


e Ere deſperate love enf.rc.s jou to (wear. | 
S'a. O fear not tha, already have I wiigh'd i "FED 
5 And in the preſence here of Heav'n arg you, | 
| Rencunce all conve: ſe with perfidious man. 


Farewel ye cozeners of our eaſy ſex! 


Aud thou the falſ-it of the faithleſs kind. 

 Farewel fort ever! farewel ! farewe! !. 

If I but mention him the tears will flow. 
How cg uld'n thou, cruel, wrong a heart like mine, 
Tuus fend, thus d. atiag, ev'a to nde on thee * 


The 


os 
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Se, Clear up thy griefs, Alexander comes, | 


\ T:iamphant in the ſpoils of conquer'd India; 


This day the hero eaters Baby lou. e 
Sta. Why let him come; all eyes will gaze with rap- 


All hearts will joy to 1-e the victor paſs, [ture ; 
All but the wretched, the for orn Statira. 


Sy/, Wilt thou not ſee him then © 
Par. Not ſee the king! 


Sta. I ſwear, and Heav'n be witneſs to my 1 you, 


| Wes from this f:d hour, never to ſee, 


Nor ſpeak, no, nor, if poſſi le, to think 
Of Alexander more: this is my vw 


And when [ break 1 3 5 


ſs; 
hs 


Sy. Do not ruin all! 


Sia. May I again be perjur'd and deluded! 


May furies rend my heart! may light'niags blaſt m:! 


S. Recall, my child, the dreadful imprecation, 
Sta. No, I will publ. h it through all tne court ; 
Then to the bow'rs of great Semiramis 


Retire for ever from the treacherous world. 
There from man's fight will I conceal my woes, 
And ſeek in ſolitude a calm rep-iſe : N 
Nor pray'rs, nor tears, ſhall my reſolves controul, 
; Nor love ſelf, that ee of the ſoul. : 1 ; 


A c X II. Enter Calombr an 88 
5 E comes, the headlong Alexand-r comes; : 
The gods forbid him Babylon in vain ; | 


N tn vain do 3 foretell his fall. 
Attended by a throng of ſcepter'd ſlaves, 

This rapid conqu'ror of the ravay'd globe, 
Makes his appearance, and defies the danger. 


Pal. Why all this noiſe—ye partial powers declae— 


Theſe ſtarts of nature, at a iyrant's doom? 


is Alexander of ſuch wond'rous moment, 
That Heav'n ſh:uld feel the wild alarms of fear, 
And fate itſelf becomes a babble for him? 


, Cas'd inthe very arm we ſiw him wear, 


The ſpirit of his father haunts the court, 
n all the majeſty of ſolemn ſorrow. 
The awful ſpectre fix'd his eyes upon me, 

— Nav'd his pale hand—and, threatful hook his head, 
| Froan'd out, forbear, and vaviſh'd from my view. 


5 And . nature n at the ght! 


\ fear till then unknown poſſeſs'd my ſoul, 


. e. 
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Pal. Why ſhould you tremble ?—Had the yaw ning 
Laid all the tortures of the dam'd before me, [eartt 
MN ſoil, unſhaken in het firm reſo've, | 
Wou'd brave th ſe ror: ures, and purſue the tyrant. 
Ca /. Yes, Poly perchon, he this night ſhall die; 
Our plots, in {pite of prodipies, advance; 
Succeſs attends us. — Ob, it j ys my ſoul! 
To deal deſtruction J. ke the haud of Heav' a, | 


Feit while unſeen, . 
Pol. Ay there's the thing Caſfander. BR 

Ft ar and diſtraction thro? the court prevail ; 1 
The Perſians all d:\T:itisfied appear; „„ 
Loudly they murmur at Statira's wrongs, Ne 
And fiercely cenſure Alexander's falſ-huod. Ce ns 
C/. 1 know he loves Statira more than life ; 1 An 

| And when he hears the ſolemn vow ſhe made, | If 
The oath th; t bars her from his ſight for ever, Ia 
Remorſe and horror will at once eee — . 


| Rend his wreck'd ſoul, and ruſh him into madneſs. _ 
So. A» of that anon the court b- gins to thicken ; a0 


From ev'ry province of the wide-ſpread earth, Tt 
Ambaſſadors in Babylon are met; ” AY 
As if mankind had prey ouſly agreed 5 Ti 
To compliment the tvrant's boundleſs bude, 57 BM 

And hold a ſolemn ſynod of the world, | nt 
Where Alexander like a god ſhould dictate. Cp OY 
Caſ. We muſt away, or mingle with the crowd, .,.- wh 


Adore this god till apt occaſion calls, | 

3 make him what he would be thought —immortal. 
x E 25 e 1 
i 5 3 ” [pmpheny of able muſic. RE * 
$ 5 Enter Clytus and Ariſt ander, in his robes. Ae 
TT A.. Haſte, reverend Clytus, haſte and flop the rio 70 
*  _ Clyz. Already be is enter'd, and the throng 

| Of e that ſurround him is ſo great, A 
| They kcep at diſtance all that would approach. 15 

| Tiriſ. Were he encircled by the gods themſelves, N 
3 I muſt be heard, for des th awaits his ftay. 1 
eie. Flace yourſelf here then, for behold he comes. 0 
Ekͥsnter Al.xand+r in a triumphal car, drawn by Black ſlaves 
| Troph es and warlixe enſfigns in ay ca before him. 

| _ Clytus, Hepheſtion, Lyfimachus, A ander, ee my 
OR 3 and attendants. ; | | | 
| | See the conqu' ring hero comes, | | 1 
| Sound the trumpets, beat the drums; . 


son 
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zartt Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
Songs of triumph to him ſing. 
Ser the godlike youth advan e, 
Breath the fl ve, aod led the dance ; 


Myrtle wremth:, and roles tu ine, 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 


Hepb. Hail, fon of Jove ! great Alexander bail! 
Al. Rite all; and th u my ſecond ſelf, my friend, 
Om H: -pheition ! raiſc tnee fm the earth ! | 
C me to my arms, aud hide thee in my heart; 
Nea+cr, yet nearer, elic thou lov'it me not. | 
Hy. Not love my kiag! bear witneſs all ye powers, 
And let our thunder nail me to the centte, 
If ſacred fiiendſhip ever burn'd more b. e 
Immortal boioms can alone admit 
A flame more pure, more permanent than mine. 
Al. Thou dearer to me than my groves of laurel, 
I know thou lov'ſt thy Alexauder more 
3 Clytus docs the king. 
I/. Now for my fate! 5 
1 fee that death awaits me yet I'll on. : 
Dread fir, I caſt me at your royal feet. 
Al, Riſe my Lyſimachus; thy veins and mine, 
From the ſame fuuntain have deriv'd their fireams, , 
Is not that Clytus= 


Chyt. Your old faithful ſoldier. tai : 


J. A.. Clytus, thy hand.—Thus, double arm'd, me- 
wa 1 ſtand tremendous as the Lybiao god. 
Who, while his prieſts and [ quaſt “d ſacred blood, 

Ack nowledged me his fon. Ny ighening thou, 
ing; And thou my mighty thunder. I aave leen 
Thy glitt'ring ſword out fly cœ'eſtial fire; 
And when I've cry'd, begone and execute, 
I've ſeen him run ſwifter than the ftarting hinds, 
Nor bent the tender graſs beneath his feet. 
I/ When fame tuvited, and Alexander leads, 
s. Daogers and tvils but animate the brave. | 
ave; Cit. Periſh the ſoldier inglorious ard deſpi-'d, 
him Who ſtarts from either, when the king eries— on. 
ws; A.. O Clytus! O my noble veteran! 
Twas, | remember, when I paſs'd the Granicus, 
Thy am preſerv'd me tro: enequal ſorce. 
When tieice Icanor and the bold Rheſaces, 
Fell both upon me, with two migh blows, 5 
pot . C 2 1 And 
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And clove my temper'd helmet quite aſunder, heit 
Then, like a god, ficw Clytus to my aid, PS 
Thy thunder ſtruck Kheſaces to the ground, 3 
And turn'd with ready vengeance un Icanor. JI 
Ch.. To your own deeds that victory you e, N nil 
And ture your arms did never boaſt a nobler, | Lore 
Al. By Heav'n they never did; they never can: and 
And I am prouder to have pal n mess, ð Ly 
Than to have done a million o'er the plain. a pr 
Een none remember! Yes, I know all muſt ; Al 
When glory, Ike the dezz ling eaul-, ſtood "Th 
Perch'd on my beaver in the Granick Aud Hum 
When fortune's ſelf my ſtacdard trembling den — 
And the pale fates ſtood frighted on the ſhure; = Ny 
When each immortal on the billdus rode, __ 
And I myſelt appeared the leading gd. 1 — * 
if. Haſte, ff of heroes, from this fatal place; Or f 
Far, tar from Baby lon enjoy your triumph, We 
Ot all the glories s, Which your youth has won, 8 he 
Art blaſted in their fpting g. be 
Al. What mean thy fears? „ | * But 
And why that wild dinraction e on thy brow 5 And 
Ariſ. Th s worn, great king, ] view 'd the angry 4% 0b 
And frighted at the ducivi prodigies, . Nat: 
To Oreſmades for inſtruc tion flew; . 5 
But as I pray d, deep echoing or ars 1 3 | Wh 
And ſhrieks as of the daimy'd that h u! tor ha, Wa 
Shock' d ar the omen, while amaz'd ! ay, . You 
In proftrete rev "4ence on the trembling oor, Thi 
Thus, in a voice like thunder, tpoke the god No, 
The brighteit glory of 1 imperia! mar; 5 HE Thc 
of The pride of nations, and ihe boaſt of fame, | 7 The 
KRemorſeleſs fate in Babylon has doum'd © lat 
Fo ſudden and irrevucable ruin. 5 Pos 
Al. If Heaven ordains tat Babylon ad fall, I'll 
\ Can prevent th' immut abi decree? Enter Prediceas; Bur 
Pr. O herr. rt horror! dreadtul and potentious! 1 


- oh How row Perdiccis, vw hence this exclamation? Yet 
bu As Meleager and ny ſelf this morn, 
Led farth ch: Pet flan bor to exerciſe, 

We heard a noiſe £5 of a ruſhing wind ; 
| When iulden'y a flight of baleiu birds, | 
Like a th. ck cloud, obſcur'd th. iace of Heav'n : 


On ound! "A wings tam diff rent parts they flew, 
Lo cunt mei, end b. led! in tie air; ; | 
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heir telons elaſh'd, their beaks gave mighty blaws, 
vad ſhow'rs of blood fell copious from their wounds, 

Al. Though all the curtains of the ſky were drawa, 
An the ſtars wink, young Ammon ſhall go on; 
nile my Statv a fines I cannot ſtay, DE 
Love lifts his torch to light me on my way, 
And her bright eyes create another day. 
LN. Vouchſafe, dread fir, to hear my bumble ſuit, 
& prince intreats it, and, what's more, your kinſman. 
Al. A ſoldier atk: it, that's the nobleſt claim. 
Ly/. For all the ſervices my ſword has . 
Humbly I beg the princeſs Pariſatis. 
Al. Lyſimachus no more—it is not well. 
My word, yu know, was to Hepheſtion giv'n; 
How dare you then — but let me dear no more on't. 
Lu,. At your command to ſcale th' embattled wall, 
Or fetch the gore-dy'd ſtandard from the foe, 
When has H-pheſftion flowa with warmer z'al? 
| When did he leave Lylimachus behind? _ 

I' heſe | have done, fur theſe were in my vow'r ;; 
But when you charge me to renounce ** „ 
And fro:u my thoughts to banich P, ritatis; | 

ky:Obedicace there becomes . „5 
Nature revolts, and my holz foul bels | 
Al. It does, brave fi !—then hear me, and be dub. 
| When by my order curſi Cilithenes 
Was as a traitor doom d to live in torments, 
Your pity ſped bim in deſpight of e. 
| Think not I have forgor your inſolence; 
No, tro” I pardon it. — Vet, it again | 
Thou dir'it to croſ me with an ther crime, 
The bots of fury ſh all be doubled on thee. 
la the mean time—thik r t of Panfatis; 
For if thou doit - 67 the im nortal Am non! 
I'll not regard that blood of mine th: u ſhai 't, 
TÞ Bur uſe thee as the vilect Macedonian, 
Lf. 1 kiew you partial, ere I mov'd my ſuit; 
? Yer anow, it makes not my determin'd purpoſe; 
While I have life and {tre ngth to wield a word, 
I n+ rer will fo:ego the g! ricus claim. 
A Agai:& my lite: ha! traitor, was it fo ; 
Tis Card that Jam rath, of haſty humour; 
Bit ] appeal tothe immortal gods, 
lt ev.r_pet'y, poor, piovincial I rd, 
Had temper: like t to mne? My flave, whom I 5 
eit LD . | Could 


1 


6 


1 . 


Fl 
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Could tread to clay, dares utter bloody threats, 
Cyr. Forgive, dread fir, the frantic warmth of lore ; ; 
The noble prince, I read it in his eyes, 
Wou'd die a thouſand deaths to ſerve his prince, 
And juſtify his loyalty and truth, | 
Liſ. I mean his minion there, ſhou!d feel my arm. 
Love claims his blood, nor ſhall he live to triumph 
In that deſiructicn that awaits his rival, 
5 pard in thee, for my old Clytus' ſake, 
But if once mote thou mention thy rath love, 
Or dart atem t He pheſtion's precious life, 
pour ſuch ſtoims of indionativa on thee, 
\ Þhil«tas rack, Caliſthenes difurice, . 
| $5 all be delight to what th u ſhalt endure. 
C.. My lord, the aged queen, with Pariſatis, 
Come to congratulate you ſafe arrival. 
5 Ent r Sy ambis and Pari atis. 
1 0 thou, the beu of women, Sy ga: mbis, 
| Source of my jus, bl-& parent of my love ! 
S1/. In humvle duty to the gods and you, 
pe mit us, fic, with pratitude to kutel. 
Thro' you the roval bouſe of Pertia wines, 
Rais' d irom the depth of wreickedneſs and ruin, 
In all he ſplendor of :mperial greatneſs, 
Al. To mect me thus was generouſly done; 
£7 But ſtillh there wants to crown my nappigels, 
That treaſure of my ſoul, my dear Statia; 
Had ſhe bur come to meet her CRE 
I] had been bleſt indeed. 
Chi.. Now who ſhall dire 
To tell him of the q een” s Vow 3 
, off,” Flog feres {© | 
My love ?—Ha ! none anſwer me al tien! 
A ſudden hortor, like a bolt of ice, | 
Shoots to my heart, and numbs the ſeat of life. CE 
 _Heph. I would relate it, bur my courage fails me. 
Al. Why ſtand you all as you were r oted here ? 
* hat will none anſwer? my 
If thou kaſt eng love for A! ee ag 
It ever Ib! i9'd thee by my V ON IT 
hen thro' the field of death my eye had watch 4 thee, 
Revive my doubts, and re ſcue me irom madneſs. 
Your mourning queen bas no diſeaſe but gri.f 
| Occafion'd by the jealous pangs of love. | 
5 She heard. dread ür, (ker: wat can ſcape 2 lover) 


er tient! ! 
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That you, regardleſs of you vow: at Suſa, _ 
Had to Roxana's charms reſign'd your heart, 
And revell'd in the joys you once torfwore, 
4. I own the ſubtle ſorcereſs, in my riot, 


My reaſon g-:ne, ſeduc'd me to her bed; 
But when l wok'd, 1 ſhook the Curce of, 


Tho the enchantreſs held me by the arm, 


And wept and gaz'd with all the force of love. 


Nor griev'd [ lefs for that which I had done, 


Than when ar Thais ſuir, enraged with wine, 


I ſet the tam'd Perſepolis on fire, 


Heph. Your queen Scatira, in the rage of oriet, ; 
And agony of def,'rate lu ve, has (worn, 


Nev er to ſee your majeſty again. 


A. O! madam, has ſhe, has Statira ſwcrn, | 


Ne ver to ſee her Alexander more ? 


Impoſſible! the cou'd not, wou'd not ſwear i it. 
Is ſhe not geatle as the guileſ- infant, 


Mild as the genial breezes of the {pring, 


v 


And ſofter than the melting ſighs of love? 


Par. With forrow, fir. I beard the ſolemn von 


My mother heard it, apd in vain abjur'd her, 


By every tender motive, to recall it. 
$;/. But with that fierceneſs the reſcnts her wrongs, 


| Dwells on your fault, and heightens the offer cc, 


That I could with your mejeſty forget her. 


Al. Hal could you aich me to forget Statira! 


The Rar, which brigbtens Alexander's ne, _ 
His guide by day, and goddeſs of bis rig nts! 


| 1 feel her now; ſhe beats in every 3 5 


Throbs at my heart, and circles with my blood. 
Sy /. Have patience, ſon, an« truit to Heav'n and me 


| If my authority has any 10 Avence, 
I will exert it, and ſhe ſha!l be yours. 


Al. Haſte, madam, haſte, if you would have me live. 


Fly, ere, for ever, ſhe abjure the world, 
And op the ſad proc eſſion; and Pastete, 


126, 


Hang thou about her, waſh her feet with tears, 


_ Nay, haſte ; the breath of g''ds, and -loquence 
Of angels, go alo: og with you Oh! my heart! 


[ Exeunt Sy/. and Par. 
LF. Now let your m jeſty, who feels the pa: Ss 


rief Win love, reflect on mine. 


Tha 


Al. Ha! 
Che. What are : you mad ? Is this a tiw⸗ to plead ? 


C 3 — 3 
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1, The proper'tt time; he dares rot now be partial An: 


| * 11 Hear? 99 in jukice, ſhould avenge my wrongs, Rel 
Au govbieev'ry perg Which he feeis now. Or 

Al. hy doft ith. utempr me thus to thy vndoing ? Yr 

De th thon ſhout bit have. were it vet courted ſo. AC 
BN know, to thy c.nfufion, that my word, | 17 

1 ike ae M. admits o nor 13 W | 8 4 

There!oe in chains, ſhalt th. a behold the 2 10 Pa. 
.Otr - Hepucliton.  Goard:, take him priſoner, 

| 177 Au al, 3 lever, 1 II not ret: Zn * y ſword, Un 

7 Titi ft; {1 I've diench' d 1: in my bent s blood. SET, W 

„ M1 churge y.u kill him not; take r1m alive : g . 
The dignity ot kings is now concetn'd, | Gr 

| And I will find a way to tame this —X | - I 
e Knee l fo 1 ſce rag” hoht? 'oing i in his eyes. W 

Ly/ TI neither hope, nor w1ll 1 12e tor pervon. 3 3 At 

Had | mv ford and liberty again, 5 | 
= Again i would attempt his favyurite?s heart, „ Ye 


3 Hence, from my fight, and bear ham to a dungeon. 55 
Per diccac, give this lion to a lion; w 
bo No ne ſpeak for: him; fly; ſtop bis mouth, away. Sb 

| Lao. hus carried af. 


ch. This comes of 8 the reſult of love. 


- Yet were I heated now with wine, I doubt 4x 
I ſhould be preaching i in the fool's behalf, 4 "md 
Al. Come hither, Clytus, and my friend Hepheſlion ; 3H 
Len we your arms, for Jam ſick o' th' fudden. i D. 
I fea, betwixt Starira's cruel vows, 5 2 
_ And jond Roxana's arts, your king will fall. „ 
C.. Be ter the race of women were det! royed, 4 

| A na P-ria funk in everlaſting ruin. A 


H. pb. Look up, my lord, and bend not thus 7our! head, 
As if you purpne'd to farſake the world, 


Wbich vou have gr. atl; won. OS 5 | A 
Al. Wou'd L had not; | | So); 
| There's ro true jov in ſich unweildy fortune. . A 
Eternal pazers lafting troubles make; 
All find my ſpots, but few obſerve my brightneſs. | 11 
Stand from about me all, and give ne air! | * 
Ves, I will ſhike this cu pid trom my ſoul; H 
I'll ght the feeble 13 d with war's al.rms, - 0 
Or drown his pow'r in fields of hoftile blood. H 
Grant me, great Mars, once more in arms to ſhine, * 
Aud break, like lIight'ning, thro” the embartled lins; 2 3 


Thro fields ot UA to whirl the rapid Ty Y 
And 


irt ia And bl. ze amidſt the thunder of the war; 


"WP 


eon. 
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Reli! {> «a5 tf) E bältthat ren d3 the Trove, 


Or greatly. periſh like the on of ] ;ve. _ [Evrenn's 


Unkind! thou know {| my lite was wrapt in thine, 


—— 


A C * II. SC E N . (iN 09.7 A Curt. Tr 'umbet; Jounds 
ing a dad march, Lefima. hus-led 9ri/oner. Eumencsy 
 Perdiccat, Parijat's, ant £rard;. 9 
Par. C\'FAY, my Lytin. acht '$ | moment ſtay! 
8 Q whither art tho. going! Hold a moment! 


Why would'it thou then to worſe than death expoſe me ? 
Ly/. O may'ſt thou live in j vs without ay 


Grant it, ye gods! 5 bet er fortune waits thee; | 


Livre add enjoy it — tis my dving with, | 2 
Waile to the grave the lan Ly{fraches | 
Alen retires, and bids the w „rl adieu. 

Par. Even iu that . I bacilatis join thee : 
Ves, cru man ! not deatn © (elf al put us; 
A mothar's p Wer, a lite {fi 'ning tears, 


With ell the f.ry of a tyrant's frown, 


Sb. not e:mp:l me to outhvc by loſs. : 
I/ Were Ito live till nature's ſelf decay 'd, 
T b:s wondrous waſte of unex+mpled love, | 


Ins ver could tepay.—0 Pariſatis! 


ad, 


Thy charms might fire a coward into courage; 
How mu't they ad then on ſoul like mine? 


Deer celefs and unerm'd, 1 hich for thee, 


And may, perhaps, compet th? auonip'd world, 
And force the king to oa that I deierve the. 
Eu:inenes take the prineefs to thy charges _ | 
Aw.v, Pzrdiccas, all my ſoul's on fie. Cnet. 
SCENE, the p lace. Enter Roxana and Caſſinder. 
Ro. Deſerted? laid it thoy ? for a girl abaudun'd! 


A puny gir! mad- up of water y elements! 


Shall ſhe embrace the god of my defires, 


And triumph in the heart Roxana claims ! 


C, O princeſs! had you ſeen his wild deſpair = 


Hud you beheld him when he heart her vow, 


Words u ou'd but wrong the agoiies he felt: 


He falpted thrice, and lite le: m'd fled foi ever; 


1d 


And when by cur elſiduous care recall'd, 
He ſnat h'd his ſword, and aim'd it at his be eaſt, 


Then ral'd at you with molt unreard SY hg 


Ro, If 1 forget it, may'li thou, jove, deprive me 
Of ee make the moſt wretched thing 


00 
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n earth, wilt heing, 4 1d hen dead, tae lowelt 
| Aud b a. N it 85 FINE f ud s. 


J l is he) V. gen nce - ahi ch infla n 8 your {9 ul ; 


Your wrongs demand but Ict 1eaion govern, 


I's wild rage clic may ditappoint your aims. 
Ro, Avuy, away, and Live 1 Shich kind room; 
Madneſe b but mexaly repr:fents my tend ; 
Pride, iniignation, fury and contempt, 
War un my dran, 2nd torture me to maincſs. 


C Othink not I wou'd check vour bulde? A ghts 
No—l approve em, and will aid your vengeance. : 


Bat; princeſs, let us chuſe the ſefeſt coutſe, 
O we may vive our tocs new cauſe of triumph, 
_ Oh ulld they diſcover, and prevent our purpoſe. 


Ro. Frar not, Caſſander, n5taing hall prevent it: 


R xana dooms bim, and ber voice is fate. 
My fou! from childhood has aſpircd to empire ; 
In carly non- -age I was us'd to relpn 
Among my ſhe comvaniors: | delyis'd _ 
The mrifling arts, aud little „. ny « of women, 
| And taught 'em, with an Amazonian ſpirit, 
To win tie ſſeed, to chaſe the ! ;aming boar, 
And conquer man, the lawiefs charte''d ſavage. 
Caf; H-r words, her every motion fires me! 

Fs Bat when I heard of Alexander's fame, 
How with a handivl he had vanquiſh'd millions, 
Spoil d all the eas, ard captive held our queens ; 
While, bike a god, unconqqner'd by their charms, 


With has ly pity he all+ag'd their woes, | 
Dry'd up their tears, and ſoorh'd * em into peace z ; 


I hung a'tentive on my father” $ lips, | 
And wid him tell the wond'rous tale again, 
No longer pleaſing were my former ſports ; 
Love had its turn, and all the woman reign” d. 
Ioveluntary hohs heav'd in my breaſt, 

And slowing viuſkes crimſon' 4 on my check „ 
Ev'n in my ſlumbers I nave often mourn'd, 
In olaintive ſounds, ard murmur'd Ale ee e 


Caſ Curſe on his name—ſhe dotes upon him ſtill. 


Ro. At eng! hk ihis c uqu-ror to Zngdia came, 
And, cover'd o'er wi h laufels, ſtorm'd the city: 
But, O Callan fer | where ſhall I find words 

To pain: the extatic tranſports of my ſoul !. 
When, midit a circle of untival'd beauties, 


- op 


I ſaw. 
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I ſaw myſelf diſtircviſh's by the hero. 


With artleſs rapture I rece:v'd his vous. 
Tne warmeſt ſure that ever lover breath'd, 


f fervent love, and everlaſting truth. 


Caſ. And need vou then be told, thoſe times are paſt! 


Statira now engroſſes all his choughts : 


The Perſian q een, without a rival, reigns. 


Sole mittreſs f bis heart—nor can thy charms, 


The b. ighteſt ſure that ever woman boaſted, 
Nor all his vows of everlait; ing love, 


Secure Roxara from di'dain and inſult. 


Ro. O! thou halt r-u2?d the lion in my ſoul ; 


_ Ha! fhall the daughter of Darius hold bim? 
| Shail that weak Seele embrace my Jove?. 


Ca/ Oque en.) exert, exer that tow'ring ſpirit, 


Bu nature t- m' to keep the world in awe. 


Ro. Vos, *us refoly' d; I will reſume my ſphere, 


Or, talling, ſpread a general ruin round me. 
Roxana and Stalira, they are names 
hat muſt for ever jar, like claſhing clouds; 
Wen they encd unter, td unde rs mutt enſue. 


(C.. Brhold, ſhe comes, in all the pomp of form, 


; Determin' d to fulkl her 3 vow | 


Enter Sy/igambis and Statira. 
Fe. 3 and let us mark thi important ſcene, | 
[They retires 

* 0 my Statira, how has paſſion changd thee „ 
tank in the rage of diſappointed love, 


If treated thus, and hurried to extremes, 


What Alexander may denounce againſt us; 


| Again the poor remains of Iſt Darivs ! 


Sta. O fear nut that, I know he will be 1 


For my ſake kind, to you and Pariſatis. 
Tell him I rail'd nct at his felſebocd to me, 


But with my parting breath ſpoke {kindly of him ; 'Y 
Tel! bim I wept at our divided loves, 


An, fighing, laut a laſt forgiveneſs to bim. 


8. No; ; I can nc'er again preſume to meet him, 


| Never approach the much-wrong'd Alexander, 


aw 


It thou refuſe to fee him—O Statira! 


5 Thy aged mother, and thy weeping country, 


Claim thy fegard, and challenge thy compaſſion ; 


Hear us, my chile, and lift us f om deſpair, 


8:4. Thus low, I ca? me at your royal feet, 
To bathe them with my tears; or, if you pieaſe, 


ru 
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ll let out life, and woſh 'em with my blocd. Riva 
But, I cenjure you, not to rack my foul, _ And 
| Nor urry mv wild thoughts to perfect madneſs ; 80 1 
| Sho ald new Darius? AN ful 8 hon appear, 2, AA 
And you, my mother, ſtand be eee voys : 
I would perfiit to death, and keep my vow. 
Ro. This fortitude of ſoul compels my wonder, And 
Sy/. Hence, from my ſight! vngraceful wretch, bel l 
| gone | Ceu 
Ard hide thee where bright virtue never owe: — WY 
For, in the fight of Heaven, I here renounce, 1h. 
| 06 catt thee off an alien to my blood, (Z. * 


Ro. rana comes forward. 
"Re. e great queen, th intruſion of a ranger ; ; Tu 


Vi ich grief Roxana ſees Statira we; | WI 
I've heard, and much applaud your fix*d Nelles, Wi 
To quit the world for Alexander's fake; 5 
And yet I fear, ſo greatly he adores you, — 1 
That he will ather chuſe to die of torcow, | An 
: Than ive for the deſpis'd Rox ma's chirms, 5 B 

RP, Spare, ſpare your counter feited fears ; N | Re 

| You know your beauty, and have prov'd its power; TN 
Tho humbly born, have you not c.ptive held, | W 
Ia lve's ſoft bains, the conqu'ror of the world RE 
Away to libertines, and boaſt thy conqucſt; . Su 
A ſhameful conqueſt : in his hours of riot, 5 | O0 
When wine prevail'd, and virtue loſt it's influence, On Fc 

Then, only then, Roxana could ns 5 

: My Alexander's hear. „„ . : 
N. Affected girl, „ 1 1 

To f. me romantic grove 's quelter's gloom, q 
Thy ſickly virtue wou'd, it ems, retive, _ Si 


To ſhun the trium hs of a favour'd rival, Y 
la vain th u fly'lt—for there, ev'n there ru hevat thee! L 
| Plague thee all day, and torture thee all night: A 
There ſhalt thou hear, in what extatic joys, N 
Roxana rovels with the fiſt f men; . B 
And as thou hear'ſt the ra Yrous ſcene recited. | : 
With frentic jealouſy thou'it madly curſe | 
Ty own weak charms, that cou'd not fix the rover. 1 
$:2. How weak is woman! at the ſtorm (he ſhrioks, J 
3 Dreads the drawn ſvord, and trembles at the thuader; E 
Vet when \irong jealouſy iofl-mes her foul. 0 
The word may litter, and the tempeſt roar, | J 
. ſcoras the n and provokes her tate. 


Rival, 
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Ris al, I thank thee,—'Chou haſt firs my ſcul, 
And 1Þigd a ſtorm beyond thy pow'r to lay; 


80 n felt chou trembl. at th- dire effects, 

Aru curic, t © late; the ſony na- undid thee. 
Ro. Sure the diſdain'd Statira bes not mcan it. 
Sia. Ey ail my hops of h aß dine 51 dare: 

Ard know, proud woman, what a ma ther's threats, 


23 


de A life's ſighs, and Al. xander's tears, | 
Coeu'd not effect, thy rival rage hath done. 
1“ fee the king in ſpite of all I ſwore, 


X i * 


* 


val, 


11 ho” cuiſt, that thou miy'lt never fre him more. 
Enter Jexander, S/ gab is, Hepheſtion and Chi tus, 
J. O my Statira! | hou rejeptiets air ! 

Turm thine eyes on ine—l would taik to them : : 

What ſhall I fay to work upon thy foul? 

What words, what looks, can meit thee to forgiveneſs? 

Sa. Talk of R xana and the conquer'd Indies; 

The great adventures, and fucceſstu; love, 

And I will liſten to the rapt'rous tale; 

Bit rather ſhun me, a veiperate weeteh; 

Reſien'd to forrow and eternal wee. 


Al. O! I couid dir, with tranſport, die b- fore thee! = 


W u*dit thou but, wy” la; convus dein death, 


Calt a kind lo k, or drop a tender tear. 

"Ws but 'twas pity, one fo fam'd in arms, 

One who bas icap'd a thouſand ceaths in battle, 

For the 6: t fault mond tall a wretched victim 

201 al us anger, aud i ft:aded love. : 

No. Am I chea failn fo low in thy eſteem, 

That for avother thou would'ſt rather die, 

Than live for me f —IIow am altered, tell me, 

Siace laſt at S. ſa; with reprated oaths, 

You ſwore the conqu tof the world del 

Leſe ] joy, leſs gi 1y than Roxana” $ loves: EO 
Al. Täke th it coc quer w 16, diſpoſe of crowns, 

And canton out the empires of the globe; 

But lere me, madan, with repentaut tears, 

Abd unuifſen; bled lertous, to stone 


| "Fhe om gs I've <#-1%d to. this 1 injurd excellence. 


; 


Ro. Ves, I will go, ungrateful as thau at! 
Bane o my life, and murd'rer of ny peace; I 
Iwill be gone; this laſt diſJain has cur'd me. 
But h v- a cat. t warn you net to truſt me, 
Or by tie g ds that witneſs ro thy perjeric3s 
I'll raiſe a fi. e that mall cooſame you both, 


Tho": 


5 * preſs thy bea 
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J ho' I partake the ruin. 


[Exmxr 
1 Sa. Alexander! Q : 18 it poſſible? [ F Nrp 


Immort gods! Cen guilt appear fo lovely ? 
Let. yet I pardon, I forgive ther all, 


No Forgive me eO catch the heav*nly ſounds ; 
=. Cate" em, ve winde, anch as y v fly, diſperſe 


The raztrous tidings, thro? th? extended world, 
That ail m ey ſhare in Alexande''s joy, 


Sy/. Now all my mother's blefſizgs fall upon thee, 


My ever dear, my beſt belov'd otatira, 


417 I; it then giv'n me, thus to touch thy haud, 
RT by panting ay - 
To gaz upon thy eyes, and -alte thy breath ? 
 Whiie ev? ry figh e mes forth ſo fraught with ſweets, 
*Tis incenſe to be offer'd to a god. 
Sa. Yes, dear deceiver, I forgive thee all, 
But longer dare not hear thy charming tongue; 
Fer while I hear thee, wy reſolves give way: 
Be therefore quick, and take thy laſt farewel; 
Farewel, m, love. Eternally farewe l!“ 
Al. O mv Hephefion, bear me, or 1 ſiuk, 
Why, my Statira, will you uſe me thus! ? 
1 know the cauſe, my workir g brain divines it; 
You ſay you' ve pardon” d, but with this reſerve, 


Never again to bleſs me with your love, 


Sa. All ſeeing heav'u 8 mo. 
„ A. Speak ie e, 
85 Speak to me, love, tho' baviſh nent bind death: 


Hang on thy lips, yet while thy tong ue pronsunces 


The muſic will a while ſuſpend my pains, 
And mitigate the horrors of deſpair. 


O! cow'd I ſee you thus! 


Sta. Why cid I ſwear! his {rrows wound my heart, 
Foft pity pleads, and I again mult love bim: 
But J have ſworn, and therefore cannot yield. 
Al. Go then, inhuman, triumph ia my pains, 
Feed on the pangs that rend this wretched heart, 
For now 'tis plein you never lov'd. Statira! 
Ol could found that charming cruel name, 
Till the tit'd echo faint with \epetition 3 1 | 
Till all the breathleſs groves, and quiet myrtles, | 
Shook with my fighs, as if a tempeit bow'd * . 


Ever Statira! nothing bur Statira! 


| $a. Such was his looks, ſo melting was his voie, 
Such his ſoft fighs, and his deluding tears, 


Whe 


Ex; hen with that pleafing per;ur'd breath avowing, 


Tl 
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His whiſpers trembled thro” my cred'lous ears, 
Ana told the ttory of my utter ruin. 
Gods! if I ſtay, I thall again believe: 


, Farewel, thou gieateſt pleaſure, greateſt pain, 


Al. I charge ye, ſtay her; ſtay her by the gods 
O turn thee, thou bewitching brightneſs, turn; 


| Kear my laſt words, and fee my dying pangs 

Lo! at your feet, behold a monarch falls, 

— prince, who gave the conquet'd world to thee. 
Ard thought thy love bought cheaply with the giſt; 
Whoſe glories, laurels, bloom but in thy ſmiles, 

Nou ſurunk and blaſted by thy cruel hate, 


Untimely falls. Yer, On! when thou fhalt die, 


_ May death be mild as thou art cruel! hate, 
Untimely falls. Vet, Oh ! when thou ſhalt die, 
While cifeling angels waft thee to repoſe. 


SL Art thou törr'd ſavage? Is thy heart of ma: ble ? 
But if this poſture move thee not to pi Ys 


I never will ſpeak more. 


I. O my Statira! 


I wear, my queen, I' rot outlive our partins, 
My foul grows fill as death. Say, wilt thou pardon ? 
is all Laſc. Wiit thou for; give the tranſports 

. Of x devp w ounded heart, and all is well? 


Sia. Riſe, and may heav'n forgive you, like Statira, 
J. You are too gracious. — Clytus, bear me hence, 
When I am laid i” ch earth, yield her the world. 


here's ſometbing here, that heaves as cold as ice, 


That ſtops my breath. Farewel, fare wel for ey er! 
S/ a. Held off, and let me run into his arms: 
My life, wy 1 ve, my lor., ny Alexander, 


If thy Szacir:'s love can five thee joy, 
Revire, and * immortal as the gods. 


21, My flatéting heart, tumultuous with its bliſ, 


Wou'd leap into thy Ca 'tis too much. 


Whe 


O let me preſs thee in my eager arms, 


And ſtrain thee hard ro my i:anſported breaf. 
Sia. But ſhall Roxana 


Al. Let her not be nam'd. 

O! madam, how ihall 1 repay your e ? 
And you, my tfeilow warriors, who cou'd weap 
For your loſt | King? Pet talk of griefs no more; 
The banque: waits, 24 {invite you all. 


10 | My 
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My equals in the throne, as in the grave, 5 
Without diglinstion come, an mare my joy. | Ty 


'$ . Excuſe me, ſir, if 1 for once am abſent. 
. Excuſe tee, Clytus? None fhall be excus'd. 
Altre vel out the d. !y, (is my command, 
Gay as the Perſian god ourſcf will land; 
With a crown'd goblet in dur litt-d hand "F 
Young a4mmon and Sta:ira ſhall go round, 
While antic meaſures best the burthen'd ground, 
And to > the vaulted ſeies dur trumpe. 8 clangurs 5 Gd ER 
go | K 4s 


| 2 CT IV. Chiu. He: ioc wk E umencs. 
5 Chr. TRE me no more, I hat- the Perſian dreſs, 
Nor mould, the king be angry at the reverence 


lose In country; — facr:d are her Cutloms, = 
And honeſt Clyrus 1 will to deuth ob erye em. | 
Olet mc rot in Macedonian rugs, | 
Or, like Califtenes be cag'd for liie, "E 
Rather than ſkive ia faſhions of the eas; vF 


F. 
Fum. Let m-. , brave Clyrus, as a fiend: ir. treat. YOU, op 
FHeph. What virte e is there that adorns a Jonas TP, 


Exalts the heart, and dignifics the mar, i» 
Which ſhines not brightly in cur royal maſler ? II. 
And vet perver' ely you'll oppoſe his Will, * 


And thwart an innocent t vnhurt: "ul humour. 5 
(xt. Unhuitfui! Oh! *us monſtrous affectation! Tj; 


Pre 2nant with venom, in 1's nature black, © Þ 
An q nat to be excus'd !—Shal min, weak man, 7 B. 
Exadethe rev'rence which we pay to Heaven! 1 0 
And bid his fellow creatur-s kneel before him, | 

And yet be innocent? Hepheiion, nog PB. 
The pride that lay 14 im 85 adoration, „ 
 Inſul s our reaſon, 3 provokes the gods. os w 
Eu. Let what was Jove, the Hod whom we adore ? K 
Was he rot once a man, and rais'd to Hevn T 
For gen'raus acts, and virtues more than human? © 
11%. By all his thunder, and his fov'reig a. pow 7. mts 
[]}notb:leve the world yer ever feilt x hs 1 Fi 
An arm like Ales ander' . A; 
5 n3::'d,-tho' i ding i: Fn 4 Gf ir 1 | ; Bi 


ebd. ortet ſpace do gtrea er d, odds. 


2.eTcually have taught mankind Sy 
N i tub: wille, 213 Conte! 8 h13 (LEI. * 1 8 | | 8 
oo Y you, b. os that Clytus leves the king 
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As well as you, cr any ſoldier here ; 
vet diſdain to ſootbe his enn pride ; 
'The hero charins me, but the god offends, 
Ilg. Then go not to the banquet. 
Cht. 1 was bid, 
Young minion, was I not, as well as you! * 
1 go, my friend, in this old habit, thus, 
And laugh and drink the king's health heartily ; 


Aud while you, bluthing, bow your heads to earth, 


Ant. 


ace 


1 & non vou will 


aud hide 'em id the duu— 01 ſtand ercct, 
Straight as a ſpear, the pillir of my country, 

And be by ſo much nearer to the pods, 
\Heph. Bur fee, the king appears, 
Huter Alexanier, Stativa, Syſframbis, ard Parijaie, 
Par; O gracibous monarch | 

> Pe him, O ſpare Lyfima aus life! 

tte brave delight in mercy. 
ll. Shield me, Starira, ſineld me from her {furrows?, 
Par. Save him, O ſave him, ere it he to lite 

Spek the kind word, le: n tycor foldier perim 


Fr ane raſli action, by das, ir oc ſion' e! 
ou. 


14 totloe thus, ſor Cv: ren 2 Y kuces; 

va thai; not vaſe: Sr attra "0 in. re: t hin ! : 
Qt! 5 take ter, take let from aut me! 

Her ſtreaming eyes afiaii wy very Lou's 


Aud "ak" my be t reſolves. 


Sta. Did I not break | 8 
Tac? all tor ou; nay, n- W my 10 g, you mutt, 


Þy ail th“ obe ience I have p au „ou long, 
By all your putii n, ſighs, aud tender looks, 


O ſave a prangte, whole only ci ne is love, 
Ni. I badn t join'd in this baid ſeit, my fon, 
PB. that it add new lultre to your houours. | 
A. Hoouur | what's that! hlas not Ot .tira ſaid it ? 


| 6 re 4 the ki 17 of the blu. firm mente 
And te b ld Fit iens (ſhould again make w ar, 


Thuy reſiſtleſs thunders were pftepar'd, 


By all the gods {be thoutd artett niz arm, 
Vplitted to dedrey 'em. Fly, Hex hellion: 


Fly, Clytus ; ſoatch him from che j:ws of death, 


- And to ther val bay quct bring him {rai ght, 
Bring him in triumph, fit tor loads of honours 


As 


(Exeunt Heph., Clyt, Bum, aud Par. 
/. O my lov'd lord! why ale you thus cbliziug, 
Beyond | expreſſion, kind ? 


9 2 1 i 8 
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. Pxesllent weman! . | D x 
is not in nature to brenn, ſuch joy. 9 8 Fo 
12. Go, my bett love, und nd you at t the bs au: t: 

— Indulge n joy, and laugh 1 vu cares away; 1 
8 \y ale m tae bowers of g great 82 Miramis, | 5g | F 
I drefs your bed with ail the ſweets of „o 

And crown i:, as the altar of our lores ha 
Where I will lay me down, and ſotily mourn, 1 


w But never cloie my eyes, till vou return. 
¶Extunt Sat. and Yn 


| 4. L ſhe not more than mortal can deſire? 3 If 
As Venus loyelr, and as Dian chalte? C 
And yet, know not why, our pairing thocks me; 5 Fo 
A ghiſtly palencis fat upon her brow; :. he 
Her voi ce, 11 ke cy ing echars, fainter grep; V 


And as lu rung her by the roy fingers, ö; 
Methougt tithe irings of great heart were crack. 45 a 


What could! it mean? foi ward, I. ao mecon 5 Th. 
Ts | Enter Roxana, Caſſunarr, { Polyper cor, \ Wes | | Co 
N hy, nu. adam, gase you has fs -C 
, a ok To 
And to im; igt the meme y cf my ron 8, od, 5 
KRoxana's wrong's, on Alexander's oy ud. 3 Tai 
Al. On to the banquet. les t cum ſn. 

| Re. Ila! with ſuch diſdain 4 . — Jer 

80 unconcern'd! O I could tear 79 % | 

| Him, you, and all the hateful world to atoms. „ 
C.. Still keep this ſpirit up, preſerve it fill, Wh 
1 Ai d know us fer your friends, We like your rage; Jha 
"Tas lovely in you, «nd ycur wrongs require it; C 
* in the light of Heaven, Cafiander (Wears, | | "wad 
_ Cnaw'd by death, to fecond your revenge. Ane 
Sf cak but the word, and, ſwiſt as rhaught can fly, ol 
Ihe tyrant falls a N to your fury. „ 
e. Shall he then die? ſha'l 1 conſent to Kill bim: Ves 
I, that have lov'd him with that eager fondneſs, Thi 
Shall I conſent to have 1.1m baſe:y murder'd, Ane 
Aud fee him claſp'd in the cold artas s of death "BSI 
W olga !{h.,u!d not tempt nie to that deed of 1 1 


Pol. he weak ford ſcruples of your love might pThe 
| 7 IH as ; not the empue of the w orld cor deine: C 
But, m:dam, think when tinte ſhall-teach his tongue, Au 
Hw will the glor ic vs infent whic!: you dez #@ 
Arxraipn his partial mother, for refuſing oi, Gi, 
= fx him on the th rort, whit h bo! TY offer : 4 Aae 
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: If Alexander liecs, vo. | cannot reigu. 
5 br will your child, Old Syitgambis plans 
ed: our ſure detiruction, | Baldly then, prevent ker, 
Fire but the word, and Alexander dics. 
ol. Not he alone, the Perſian race ſhall bleed, 
It your command, one univerſal ruin, 
hall, like a delug: , whelm the eaſtern world, 
all plorioufly we raiſe you tothe throne, 
Ro. But, till the mighty ruin be accompliſl' ! 
z nere can Roxana fly th' avenging arm 
If thoſe who mult ſucceed this godlike man? 


1 


Caf. Wou'd you vouchſafe in theſe expanded arms | 


Co ſeek a refuge, what cou'd hurt you here? 
There you might reign, with undiminiſh'd luftre, 
Veenof the eaſt, and empreſs of my ſoul. 


Ro. Di ſy rac'd 1 | whither art thau fail . | 7 


& ** Till this cur ft hour, I never was unhappy : 
There's not cne mark of former majeſty, 
Co awe the ſlave that offers at my honour. 


Caf. Impute nor, madam, my unbounted paſſion 


| Fo want of rev/rence—l have lov'd you lung. 


Eo. Peace, villain, peace, and let me hear no "more... 


_ Faink'ti thou I'd leave the boſom of a god, 
mn {A nd ſtoop to thee, thou moving piece of earth. > 
Jence, from my ſight, and never more preſume. 
Lo mect my eyes; for mark me, if thou dar? it, 
To Alexander ll unfold thy treaſon; _ 
Whole life, in ſpite of all his wrongs to me, 
e; wall fill be ſacred, and above thy malice, 


Ca. By your own life, the greateſt oarh I ſs ear, 


Dallaader s paſſion from this hour is dumb; 
And, as the bei aronement I can make, 
” Itatira dies, the victim of your Vengeance. 
o. Callander, riſe, tis ample expiation, _ 
m: "a rival, yes—this night ſhall be thy laſt, 
This night, I know, is de tin'd for thy rriumph, 
And gives my Alexander to thy arms. 
0] murd'rous thought ! | 
r. Pol. The bow'rs of great gem are made 
ht pThe ſcene of love; Perdiccas holds the guard. 


Ca. Now is you ime, While Alexander rev TY 


zue, And the whole court re-echoes with his riot, 
To end her, and with her to end your fears. 
Give me but half the Zogdian ſlaves that wait you, 
_ And dee. a nei dead. Nor wall a foul eſcape, 


Thar | 


. N — 
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That f:rve> vour rie: A perſe the news. 


No. By me. they; die, Perdiccas ant Statir!:; A. 
Hence with thy ie ther aſk nor want it, . 
But 1 i my telf concuct the flases to battle: f 

Ver: the to fall by au) m but mine, 


W. us t lig ſhe murmur, nd arraigu her lars: 
Nis life well loſt ta die by my command; ; 


What muſt it be tö periſh. by my hand? Po 
Rival rei ice, and, pleas'd ; relign thy breath, 
_Roxanu's vengeance grants tre noble death. [Ext pe 
Ca,. All but her ſore this Semele diſdains. Ia 
Ve muſt be duick—ſhe may perhaps betray ß 
The great dean n, and ftuſtrate our revenge. Tas 
Pot; Has Philip It inſtructions how to act; ? = 
Ca. Ile bas, my frierd; and, faithful to our r cauſe, Ec 
| e execute the fatal order. 5 op 
Bear him this vial—it contains a poiſon %%% 
Of that exalted force, that deadly natuie, „ 
Shbou'd-Eſculapius drink it, in five hours „ 
(kor then it works) the god himſelt were mortal. . 
I drew it from Nonacr ie horrid ſpring ; Fr 
M.x'd wich his wine, a ſingle drop gives d, . 
= And ſends him howling to the ſhades below. f 
Pol. I know its power, for I'veſecn it 5 CE” 
8 of all ſorts thro? every nerve and artery W 
At once it ſcatters—burns at once aud freezes, :: TT 
Till, by extremity of torture forc'd, VVV 
The ſoul conſents to leave her joy lefs kane, . 35 
And ſeek for eaſe in worlds unknown to this. 84 
Ca. Now let us part: with Thefſalus and une _ 
Halte to the banquet—at his ſecond call, Sg 
Let this be given him, and it crowns cur hopes. | = 
Nou, Alexarder, now we'll ſoon be Kine, 
Death for a blow i is intereſt indeed.  [Eacrat F 
5 Alexander, Perdicca', Ci ander, Polyterchen, E amchen, Wa O 
: - dijeovercd at the bangnt. : | | | A 
er A. Toi our immortal health, and our fair queen's : Li 
All drink it deep; and while the bowl goes round, 
Mars and Bellona join to make us muſic, _ 1 
An hundred bulls be offered to the ſun, e 0 
Wuite as his beams: ſpeak the big voice of war; 'T: 
Beat all our drums, and ſound our ſilver trumpets : | + 
Provoke the gods 5 follow our example, 5 * 
In bowls of neQar, and replying thunder. EN 
Enter Chr, e and fo bus Eocay.. Bi 


"Chu | 


ALEX ANDER Tris GRT. vr. 


. 


u Long live thekiog; lrg lire great Ale Kander: 


Ard corqueſt crown his a ms with dog: lets laurels, 
FT 0p) tious to his friends, and a! [The fat ours, 


Did I not give commun you tould perſerre Ly. 


| ſimachus ? 
FI h. Dread fir, you did. 
Al. What then _ 
Porrerd theſe bl. ody marks ? 
—- Hep, Ere we arriv'd, | 
Exit Perdiccas had alread y plac 54 the prince. 
Ia a lane court, all but bis hands unatm'd. 
. Oa them were gauntlets: ſuch was Vis gckro 
15. death to ſhew the difference betaizt 
Ihe blood of Facus and common meu. 
ſe, Forth iſſuing from his den, amaz'd we ſaw 
The horrid ſavage, with whoſe hid-ous roar 
The palace thook, His angry eye-balls glaring 
Wich triple fury, menac 'd death ard tuin. 3 
I, With unconcern the gallant prince 26 anced ; 
Nou 25 iſatis be the glory thine, | „„ 
hut mins the danger, were his only word: ; 
2 For as ke ſpoke, the d beaſt defcried bim, 5 
And ruft'd outrageous to devour his prey. 
= Ot Agile and V1gorous, he avoi %s the Mock 
With ali Tut blow; ard, as the lion turn'd, 
IT hruſt g «untlet, arm, "2nd all into bis throat, | 
And wv ith. Herculean ftrength tears forth the tongue: 8 
_ Foaming and bloody, the d:iabled lavage | 
Sunk ro the earth, ind Flouy ed it with his teeth; 
> While wh an active bound your conqueiing felci.: r, 
| Le: ap'd on his back, and daſl'd his ſcull in ones 
% By all my laurels *twas a gr d11k+ act; | 
Ard "ris my glory, as it ſhall be thine, 
ent, Init Alexander cou'd not pardon thee, | 
SO! my brave o dier, tniak ot, all the pray'rs 
And tears of the lamenting c queens cou'd move me, 
L ike what thou haſt perform'd ; grow to my breatt.. 
I/. Thus felt. condemn'd, and conſcicus of my gui! OY 
"How ſaa}l 1 Rand ſuch urexampled goodness. 
0 pardon, ſir, the tran ſp-rts of 4 ieſpi ur, 
Fae frantic outrage of ungovern 'd ve. 5 
Even when I ſhew'd the greatelt want of reverence, 
T1 c:v'd have died, with rapture, in your fervice. 
A.. Lyſimachus, we beth Bay been trauſported 3 
But from this hour be Certala 2 of my Nat. 


. | A low: 
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Clyt. So was your father, ür; 1 this to kis mem ary. 


Sound all the tiompets there, 

Al. They ſtall por ſound p 
Till the king drinks, Sure, Ls as born ti to wage 
Eterpal war. All are my enemies! 
Whom I cou'd tame But lei the ſports go on. 


Ty. Nay, Clytus, you that cou'd advite ſo 5 FT 


A, Let him peru, be potitive and pong: 
. us and ſullen *m- 'vglt the nobler foul, 
Like an infer:al ſpi it that hath ſtule | 
F;om hell, and mirgle with the minth DF 


Ch.. Wen gods wow: bot, no a: Seren I I know wo 
92 Twix 


TTT 


A lion be the impreſs of thy ſhield, Tas 
And that gold armour we from Por us Won, JE 
Thy king preſents thee—but thy wounds aſc reſt, bet ef. 
Li. I have no wounds, dread fir; or, it { had, — £ 
Were they all mortal, they ſhould fiream namind:d, (iy 
When Alexander was the plori „% ooo: It ay 
HA. Thy band, Hepheſlion. Claſp him to thy _— , Ir, i 
| Aud wear him ever nearthee. Pariſatis N 
Shall new be his who ſerves me beſt in * ar. | | TEE Hey 
Neither reply, but mark the charge I give: . A he: 
Live, live as friends—You will, you mult, you hall. nee 
. Tis a god gives you life, | | Gre 
Cu. O! monſt'rous vanity! _ 5 a 
EAA. Ha! what ſays e ? who: am vel © Yau 
Chi. The fon © 5 
of „„ Nix. 
Al. By my kindred 756 5 . 
Tiis falſe. Great Ammon 0 me birth. LO 
| Cle. Pve done, f £56 
Al. Clytus, what means that debe £ give hi 2 rale T. 5 
5 Take ; ie, and wear it. nn [ravregt! 135 
1. Os. Ou, the wine, "the e „„ 15. 
| Has heated me; beſides, you know my humour. A: 
„„ not wel. : Id rather periſh, verve I * he 
Thas be ſo ſingular ard froward. l * 
„%% «KP—éößppÿ ĩ | | "5 008 
8 Would burn, hang, 3 but in a Ka ; cauſe. ee, Aud 
III drink, or fight for ſacred majeſty. 2 „ Ake 
Wi h any here. Fill me ar.ctier hoy * _ Ny 
Will you excuſe me? . 5 £ 
Al. You will be excuſed. | Nor 
But let him have his humour: he 18 a 1.40 
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1 ait them and devils—Fill n me Greek | wine. „„ 
(ot — | e 
ber fuller l. want "RE ts. 
7. Let me have muſic. ; „ 
Cut. Moe ſic for b. 5 —Clxtus would hear he goans | Ef 
= 7 dying ſIciers and the neigh of ſteeds; iy 
2, Ir, if I muſt be peſter'd with ſarili founds, E 
Zire me cries of matrons 10 ſack'd towns. 
Hi.pb. Let us Lyſimachus awake the king; 
= heavy gloom is gathering on his brow, _ 
Cneel all, with hambleſt adoration kneel, 
And let a health to Jove's great fon go round. = 
I. S2und, found, that all the univerſe may hear, 
O forthe voice of Jove, the world ſhould know | 
f n2 kit duc ſs of my Pp ople . — Riſe, O riſe, © . 


; AM; hands, my arms, my heart, are ever yours. 


Ct. Luid not kits che cat: th, nor muſt your hand - — * 
1 am u worthy, fir, : | Eo i” 
II. T know thou art: | | 
Pe. 24 envicit the great b. nour of thy maſter, Ho 
re Sit, al: my friends. Now let us talk of » War z 
Ihe nobiett ſubject for a [:idter's mouth; 
Aud ſpeak, ſpeak freely, elle you love me not. 
ho, think you, ws the greateſt generals 
| Th. t ever led an army to tlie field! „ 
Hejh, A chief fo preat, ſo fortunately brave, 5 
| And july ſo renown'd as Alexander, 
Ihe radiant ſun, fince firſt his beams gave tight, 
* vet ſax, or ever ſhall again. 
IVy. Such was not Cyrus, or the fam'd Aicides, . 
Nor great Achilles, whoſe tempeſtuous ſword 
I. aid roy in aſhes, tho? ihe iet 8 ds 
hs ta d him : 
„ OT you flotter me, you flutter. me. | | 1 - 
* Clit They do indeed; and yet you love” em (for ty . 
Put nate old Clytus for bis bardy ite 
ome, ſhall Iſpeak a mae, with equal bravery, 55 
1 + berter general, and experter ſoldter. 
J. I ſhould be glad to learn? inttruCt me, fe. 
"-" ht. Yoon father, Plulip. —I bave ſeen him march, 
A fouztit bene:tl; his dre: ;dful banner, where hy 
As boldeſt at this table would have trembled. 
: Na. frown nct, firs you cannct look me dead. ; 
| Who Greeks 1 join d d Greeks, then was the tug of wary 
xt | Theabour? 4 ba tle ſeat, agd.con 2 — 8 


34 THE PIVAL QUEENS; CR, 


Why fo 2uld I fear to (peak à 0 der trülk, „5 
Than c'er the lying pri- te of Ammon told. you 5 © lota- 


nin tought men, but Alcxander Lochen. | a A.. 155 
| AI A.tcnvy, ſpite, ad envy by the egods N 
I; then my oloiy comet do this at 4 5 = AT UVF 
Io conquer women ! nay, he faid the ſtouteſt, 20 
The ſtouteſt here would trem le at his dangers. h bn lip 
In all the hekneſs, all the w onde I "1 C 
When from my reins the javel ns head was cut, 8 © = 
Lyßmachus, Hepheitticn, ſpeak Perdiccas, 277 U. 
5 ENG I once trembl e? O! thecuiſed falt ood! . S1 
_ Did 1 Once make Gr £19: an; -or act ben cath Eo DE 2 at 
N The dauntlcſs reſolution of „%%% 5 L 
/ ine has tranſp ted bim. VVV 0 
0 cr. PE 
1 warred woman too, at Oxy darce, „ os cdνςt 
5 When planting on We walls 2 fealing-lad ED u ah 
1 mounted, fight of ſhos'rs of ſtones, Ion, arrows, r the 
And all the lamber ich they thunder'd d down; d 1 
| When yu bene-th cry'd ovr. and fpre:d your arne, LY ne 
{Ih D ase 1 
3 cad fir, the 0 10 man 85 10WS rt a hat he fg on t) £ 
1 Was la woman, when, like Mircury, IT 
| 1 nd a the walls and flew amiuſt the tves _ AN 
And, bke a baited lion, dy'd myſelf © (EN 
Allover in the blood of thoſe bold hunters, 1 8 L 
"Dill, ſpent with foil, I battled on my knees, | 4. 


Piucht forth the darts, that made my hield : a foreſt, 5 
And bur d “ m back with mot . 'd fury * = %: 
Then, ſhin: ng in my arms, 1 tun's the field; | a? 
Mos! d, ſpoke, and fou2hr, and was myſelf a war. | 5 
Cy. Tae 2 U bravado For, before you leap d, * 


TE 
You {aw that I bad burit the gates s ſander. "Me 6 
Als 0! 908 thou wert but once mo! e ; young a, 

wy ö oo us, ; PRE 
55 That 1 Es firice thee orofirat e to the e ear, nd 45 
. pp thi s audacious lie, thau iceble dotard. Te 
C. I ko »w the reatun why vou ue me thus, | 8 

1 44 4 | d ut bold R Er ol 
 Tiwv'd vou from the {v.ord ot bold Rnelaces, x 


Elſe hal vour godſhip fiumber'u in the dum; 

Ard maſt ungratetuily vou hate me for it. | 
Al. 5 nce from the banquet. Thus far 1 tri ue 

Ce. Fiilt try (for none can want forgiveneſs mo- JF 

To have y: ur own bold blaſphemies ten | 
23 he ſawefu! 1.ts of a Vicious I; fe. 


- 75 


| Phot 
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lotas' mutde . | 
4. 17a! what ſ:id hs eraito? 1 8 
%%. Elytus, withdraw; Ermer, force him hence. 
muſt not tarry. Drag him * che Joer. | | 
PP 


3/;+.- No, let him ſend me, 'S | mult be gone, 
kn lip. Attalus, Califihenes, x 
1 eat Parm enio, and his Lughter d ſons. | | 
: vg me 4 Javelin. | | 
a Hold, ſir. | 
by 85 „ | 
11 ar once ftrik- thro! his peurt ad thine. EY 
Ly O! ſecred tir, have but a moment's patience, _ 
Al. What! held my arms; I ſhall be murder'd Tn 5 
xe poor Darius, by my barb'rous ſub; jcéts. | | 
;  reiceas, ſound our trumpets to the camp; 
Il all my fold;-rs t the court. | Nay, Cate; 1 
r there is treaſon plotting ' gaiuſt my nc 
de ſhall FE rith ere they come to ſave me 


1 10 Pitts, Ar talos, Calithenes, ER (als! n. N 

„ bold fa! 1{cts:lear 0 by thy exunple, e 

5 155 Drovoke the pa! ience of their Ringe. - 

.. The rage of Wins is drown'd.in Suſhing blood: 
Alexander! I have been to blame: 


ite ment after 6 eath, "Pu I re D ant, 
dat | fo far have utg'd your noble nature. 
AI. Whut's this | hear ! ſay on, my dring ſoldier, 1 
5 jt. T tould have kill! 4 my ſe 15 nad I. but liv'd. 
= be once faber: now If all with honour; | 
ohn hands Would have bro ugbt foul death, 0 par- 
F 55 (15. 
. 4. Tnen Lam loft : Shar has my vengeance done! 
* bo .s it thou haſt hin? Clytus ! what was ner 
, ae tail hfulleſt ſubjeft, worthieſt counſellor, 
e hravelt foldier, he who ſav'd thy lite, 
th ing bare. beaded at the river Granie K, 
> now hz has a noble recomp2nacc; 
* 4 rach word ſpoke ia the heat Aw we; 
1 e poor, the haneit Clyrus, thou haſt ſlein: 
tus, thy friend, thy guardian, thy (reſerver. 
Up. Remove the body, it! ulla ves nis ſorr w. 
1284). None dare to touch him, we muſt never part. 
„ vel Hepheſtion and Ly machus, = c 0 
at 13: the power, yet would not hold me. Oh! 
L. Dear ſir, we wid, | 
at, ＋ I kacw ye did; ye held me 5 
Like 


3 That tends to fave my life. —Here will 1 ue. VCC 
_ [Fall on C. 
0 Cloſe t. to my ande 0. ldier- 5 bleedin g hide. 1 
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Like a wild beaſt, to let me go again 


With greater violence. -O ye're undore me! 
Excuſe it not, you that cou A flop a lion 
Cou'd not turn me; ye ſhould have drawn your ſir ore, 


And barr'd my rage with their advancing points. 
Made teaſon glitter in my dazzled ey+ +, 


Till I had (cen the precipice before me: 

That had been noble, that had ſtewr, the friend; 

| Clytus wou'd fo have done to fave your lives, _ 
hs When men ſhall hear NOW. bighly you were 


Al. No; you have let me lain my ring glory, | 5 = 


- Which elfe had enced brighter than the ſun : 
O! I am all a blot, which ſeas of tears, PE 
And my heart's blood can never waſh away 
Vet tis but juſt I try, and on the point, | 

Still reakiog, hurl my black polluted breaſt, 
Hepb. O] ſacred fir — _ 
ILV. Forgive my pious hands, 


N That dare, in duty : diſarm my maſter, p ET 1 
All. Yes, cruel men, ye now Can ew your drength; | 


: Here's not a ſlave, but dares oppoſe my ju ſtice, 
Vet none had courage to prevent this murder; 5 
But 1 will render all erdeavours vain 


Thus claſping his cold body in my arins, . 
- Tin death, like his, has clos'd my eyes for ever. 


Enter Pera! ec fe. 


Pier. Treaſon! foul treafon ! Herheſtion, where's the 5 


king. EE 


Herb. There, by old Clytus' $ fide, whom he bath fais. 5 
Ver. Riſe, ſacred fir, and haſte to fave the 3 1 


"Ji fill'd with furious jealouſy, 


Came with a guard, unmark'd: ſhe gain'd the bow" , | 
And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden fury, * 


That all have periſh's who oppos'd her rage. 
Ai. What ſays Perdiccas? is the queen in aarger ? 
Per. Haſte, fir, to your Statira, or the dies. 


All draw your ſwords, on wings of ligh? ning move, 
Young Ammon leads you, and the cauſe is love; 
When Iruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, 


Al. Thus from the gravel iſe to ſave t my ha; m0 | | | 


A 


— Bi 


_ ?Tis beauty calls, and glory leads the way, Excun 


Ad. 


= 
3 


„„ 


= 


«| 


ide. 


11 
C 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 37 


A C T V. SCENE, e Bower of Semiramis. 
Statira diſcovered u /leep. | 


: Sta] „LESS me, ye pow'rs above, and guard my virtue ! 1 


Where are you fled, Gear ſhades ? "IPOs are you 
fed? 


| Twas but a dream, and yet 1 FRY and heard 
My royal parents, why, while pious care 


Sat on their faded cheeks, pronounc'd with tears, 5 

Tears ſuch as angels weep, this hour my laſt. 

But hence with tear—my Alexander —— 

And fear and danger ever fl-d rom him. 

My Alexander ! wou'd that he were here! | 

For, O! I tremble, and a thouſand terrors 

 Ruſhin upon me, and alarm my heart : 

But hark, tis he, and all my fears are fled ; 

My life, my joy, my Alexander comes. 8 
Ro. L wicht ] Make fait the gate with all it wally bars; 

At length we've conquer'd this ſtupendous height, 

And reach'd the grove, whot? Wonderful — z 


* Is loft in clouds. 


Sta. Ye guardian gods defend me ! 


| Roxana's voice! then all the viſion's trie, 
And die I muſt, 5 Enter Ronen. 


Ro. Secure the benden gate. 


i Where.i is my rival? 'tis Roxana calls. 


Sta. And u hat is ſhe, who, with ſuch 3 ring prite, 5 


} Wou'd awe a princeſs that is born above her? 


No. Behold this dagger \{—"Tis thy fate, stata! 


D 5 Behold, and meet it as becomes a queen, 
_ Fain wou'd I find thee worthy of my vengeance ; 
Here, ake my weapon then; and, if thou darſt—— 


Sta. How little kr ow | he what Statira dares! 1 


| 8 Yes, cruel woman! yes, I dare meet death 

Wi: h a rei-lve, at which thy coward heart 
Would ſhriuk. For terror haunts the guiity mind; 
While conſcious innocence, that knows no fear, 
Can, ſmiling paſ:, and ſcorn cby idle threats. 


e. R turn, fair inſolent! return, I ſay. 


Dar'ſt rhe. preſumptuvus to invade my rights ! x: 

| Reiſtcre him quickly to my longing arm, 
And with him give me back his broken vows, 

Or will rend them from thy bleeding heart. 


Sta. Alas! Roxana! 'tis not in thy power ; 3 


I cannot if I wou "d—And O ve gods! 
Wat were the world to Alexander's loſs! 
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But love, thou know'ſt, was ever deaf to reaſon : 
Wild as a ſtorm, and lawleſs as the ſes, 
It laughs at council, and contemns reſtraint. 

Rea. O! torcereſs, to thy accurſed charms 

1 owethe frenzy that diſtracts my ſoul : 

Po them I owe my Alexandei's loſs, 


Too late thou tremble} at my juſt revenge, 


My wrongs cry out, and vengeance will have way, 
$a, Yet think, Rox ana, ere you plunge in murder, 


. Think on the horrors that wut ever haunt you ! = 


Think on the furies, thoſe avenging minifters 


Of Heav'ns high wrath, how they wil rear your ſoul ; 
All day diſtract you with a thouſand fears; | 


And when by night thou vainly ſet kit repoſe, 


They'll gather round, and interrupt your 3 


With horric dreams, and terrifying viſions, 

| Ro. Add ſtill, if poſſible, ſuperior horrors. 
-*Rarher than leave my great revenge unfiniſh'd, 
I'd dare em all, and tremble | in the deed. 


Therefore 5 ( Holas up the darger. 'Y 


> Sea, H 1s, h Id thy hand . in air. 
I read my ſentence written in thy eyes; 5 


Vet, O Roxana! co thy black rever ge, 

One kindly ray of femal- pity beam, 
Ard give me death in Alexander's preſence. e 

No. Not for the werid 3 ide empire ſhuuld” ſt chou ſee © 


hm.” 
Fool! but for him thou might unhecded live; 


Poor his fake only art hau doom'd to die. 


The (cle remainirg j y that glads my ſoul, 

: Is to N thee of the heart I've loſt. | 
885 Enter a Slade. | 
$1555. M. dam, the king and all his guards are come. 


5 wich trantic rage they thunder t the gate, 


And muſt ere this hare gain d ad üittance. | 


TC 1 
Too long 're Fry's . Lei me 358 3 


ES : "Th tine miſpert, and make great vengeance ſure, 28 5 | 


Sta. I Alexander, Oe gods! ſo! igh, 
Ave can he not preſerve. me tr: m thy fury ? 


Ro. Nor be, nor Heav'n ſhall ſhield thee from my | | 


5 juſtic: 8 
Die, fore tels, and all my wrongs die with thee. 


: ts 


Eo Lo OO Pe 


„ 5 nd 0 


(LS ber, | 


lays fad wt 0... - 
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„ {weirhbout.) Away, ye Haves ! ſtand of —Quick 


let me fly 


\ ith light cings IgE ; bor Heav't n, no earth mall ſtop 


8 
| Ener At: rad e with 1 35 
© hs Ha! 0 my ſoul ! my queen, my love, Statiral | 
Theſe l are theſe my promis d j. 7 
en. Alas! 2 
My only love, ray bell and deareſt b 


| Wou'd I bad died before you entered here; 


For this delighted, while I gaze upon thee, | 
Death grows more horrid, and I'm loth to l-ave thee. 
. Thou ſhait not le:ve me—Cruel, cruel fas! | 


5 () where's the mond der, where's the h 'rrid ft: -nd, 


5 7 Ireck at innbcence, and murdered the? | 
Neo. Behold the wretch, who, defparate of wy le, 
by dose gate bea | 

75 Wr deb, that to poll ar ce it re th; love, 


F- W With he bio o d of ii 1585 Ki Hoc .o. 2 | 
7. Tocungmnns, rontures, wear b-r from my sgt. 


Sea. My ic . King. O cone, my loro, . 
ade to my arms, ni take a lat tare wel. 


ws | Thus let me die. Oh! Ou ES 


Al. Look up my love. 


5 O Heaven! and will you, will you ruke her from me. 1 


Fita. Fa esel my moi lov'd lord ; ah me, en 
vet, ere [ die, grant this requeſt, . = 
| 1. O ſp: aK. 55 | 


: That [ may execute before [ follow thee. | - (Spare, 25 


20:5. 1. Leive not the world till Hear! n demat ds you. 
R»oxana's life. Tas love of you that caus'd 

Tu death ſhe gave me. Ane d,0! ſ\-me imes ink 
Ami yon revels, think on Hur poor queen; 
Cic the cl — ate fu! {09 | i ic uf Ups, 1 


Ant 


Tick it with a tear, and lam bappy, (Dies. 
At, "Ye of Fa AG tavu takes th 55 fight—3b/ 3 gone, ſhe” 's . 


dv dne 
All, all is hach J, no e Fa nov is heard; 
The roſes wither ; and thy frag rat tbre⸗th 
The wak'd their ſceets, ſh ll never wake 'em mare. 
No. Weep not, my |, FR no ſorrow can recal her, 
O turn your eyes, and, 1: Roxina's arms . 
| You! | End tond aer . everlaſting truth. 3 
. Hence from my bebe, and thank my dear Seaties, 
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That yet thou art alive. 
. O] tale me to your arms. 
In ſpight of all your cruelty, I love you : 
Yes, thus I'll faſten on your ſacred robe; 
— Thus, on my knees, for ever cling around thee, 
Till you forgive me, or till death divide us. 
Al. Hence, fury, hence ; there's not a glance of thine 
| Bur, like a baſil'ſk, comes wing'd with death. nes 
= Re. O] ſpeak not thus, to one who kneels for merey. 
Think for whoſe ſake it was I madly plung' WS 
Into a crime abhorrent to my nature. 
Al. Off, murd'rcſ*, off! for ever ſhun my Cole; 
| My eyes deteſt thee, for thy foul is ruin, ED 
es. Barbarian! yes, I will for ever ſhun thee. - 
Repeatcd injures have ſteel'd my heart, 
Aad ! cou'd curſe myſelf for b-iog kind. 
Tf there is any majeſty above, | 
hat has revenge in [tore foe pe erhur's "OY 
Send Hen the ſuifteſt ruin on his head! 
Sitike the deftroyer ! lay the viftor dead! 


| Kill the triumpher! and avenge my wrorg g 1 = 


Ia height of pomp, while he is warm 3 


155 Bolted with thunder, let bim raſh along. 


2 88 0 are e curſes ?. Curſes wo! got den, 


Euter mane 
Tum. P . Arn ad tir, a fatal meſſ. oer. . 
Ihe royal Siboambis | is no mare. 1 
Struck a ich the horror of Statira's fate. 
She ſoon expired, and, with the lated breath, 
Left Pariſatis to Lyſimachus. : 
Bit wha! I fear moſt depely will affect t you, = 
Your lov'd Hepheftion's — 15 
Ai. Dead! then he is bleſt! „„ 
Bur here, here lics my fate. Hepheſtion, Cy tus! 
My victories all for ever folded up | : 


Inn this dear body. Here my banner” loft, 


My ſtandard's triumphs gone. [| ſhall run BY p > 


5 for the monument et this 105 d creature, 


Root up th: fe bowers, and pave em al! with pod ; 


. Draw ary. the Ganges, make the Indies poo: 


5 To deck her tomb: no ſh; ine nar altar bare, 
Bat ur. * the powp from gods A plas ze it There, 
. 8 

Enter © Y pcs 
* Hz" J goae—ber * aither ?—illow Theſfalus. 


— 


E. cum WY | - 


T3 


ne 


|1 Pall, draw it cut. 


| Attend his eps, and let him know what paſſes. 


| Vengeance lie ill, thy cravings Pall be ſated. 
Death roams at large, the furies are unchain' d, 
* And murder plays her maſter- piece. 
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[Exit The. 


Enter Polyperc ban. - 


: Saw you the king! he parted hence this moment. . 


Pol Yes; with diforder'd wildnefs in his looks, 


| Heruſd'd along, till, with a caſual glance, 
He ſaw me where J ſtood : then Repping ſhort, 
Draw near, he cry'd—and graſp'd my hand in his, 


Where more than fevers rag d in ev'ry vein. 


O Poly perchon ! ! I have loit my queen! „ 
| Statira's dead land az he ſpoke, tbe tears. = 
7 Guth d from bis Vs — 1 more than felt his pains, = 


Enter T oe alu. 


Theſe Hence, hence, away! _ 
Cope Where is he Theflalus? Y 
LY". | left him circled by a crowd of princes. ; 


1 Tue poiſon tears bim with that height of horror, 

FEu'n I could pity him— he call'd the chiefs; _ 

| Embrac'd 'em round—then, ſtarting from amid em. : 5 
Cried out, I come —'twas Ammon's voice; 1 know 2 — —ÿ 


Father, I ccme ; but let me, ere [ . 


is | - Ditpatch the buſineſs of a kneeliog world. 


Pal. No more; I hear him—we mutt meet anon. . 
Ca. In Saturn's field there give a looſe to rapture, 1 


* 10 the tempeſt we, ourſelves, have rais d. 185 
And nn ia che wreck w hicn crowns our venge- .nce, 


. WY 
| SCENE, the ale, 


Alexander, with his hair diſhewelled, — Eane- 
ner, Perdiccas, and att ndants. 


5 Search there ; ; aa) N brobe my ſearch wy wounded | 
"reins e : 


 Toff We have 227 'd; 85 ad no . 
£1. O! la hor, a forked burning arrow | 


8 S] icks croſs my ſhoulders ; the ſad venom flies 


Like lightning thr” my fl. ſh, my blood, my marrow. 
* 5 How fierce his fever! Dn | 
Hi! what a change of torments l 3 

A gh ot ice runs h:ilting thro! my bowels; 


i,, ſure, the arm of death; give me a chair; 5 
Cover me, for I freeze, acd my teeth chatter, 


447." M8 RIVAL QUBENs ; OR, 
: And my knees knock togeth: . 


Bum. Have mercy Heaven? 
Al. Ha! who talks of Heaven? 


I am all hell; I burn, I buin gain; 
The war crows wond'rous hot; hey for the reel 
Bear me, Bucephalus, — the billows. 
5 1 * in '0 e the 
o tis a noble beaſt 3 I wov'd not chenge fim 
For the bet horſe the fun ha- in is able; EX 
For itey are hot, their mangers fall of coals | 
Their manes are fl.ikes of lightroi-g. cuts ot 6 Ez . 
And their red twils like mete rs eit about. 
I. /. Help all; Eumenes, help. 

Al. Ha, ha, hat Ihe die with leo bt 7 
 P:rmenio, CI ytus, do vou ſee von fellow, 
That ragged ſoldier, that poor tatter'd Gare eK 
See how he puts to fl. od je gaudy Perl ans, 
With nothing but a rudy belmet on, p 10 which 
The grifly bri les of his puſtiog boa „ 
1 em like pik e a ba! ket l 
Fer. Ho >» wild he t. ks E 

Ly. Let warring in his wilt Ine ft. a 


A.. Sound, found, BME. your Taoks cloſe ; ay, now 


5 | they tome 

= 0 the brave Qin, the no ble clonk X's arms iy | | 

5 Char, chirge apser, ard Tevike phalanx n move: . 

Dotius comes - y, cs D: ins; 1 

"I (06> [ know him by the frarkling plames, | 

And tis goid chatiot draun by ten white horſes, 

But, like a tempeſt, tbas F pu 1 In him | 
He bleeds; wi! i that lad bios ronght him do- ing 

. He tumbles, take him, tnatch the impet. al crown. 
EY hey | 


fly. they fly; t Mo, 11 owe Victoria, 3» Þ 
Victoria, Vico i- [Len Ps en e ee arre '| 
Per I X bs: 17 as 12 ly io bs: Oe s. 


ELL, ine lesſt wetigo gives me ſuddon dea: 5 
N net {1 1115 are _ e parch! Ry 5 by: 10 up, 5 5 
Aud ali my ſmoa a entails t turn'd to aſhes. 
Lf When you, the biighte 
Ska lle, it muſt be night. ih us for erer. 
21. Let me e eaibrace 104 ail, beloie | d: e. 
8 41.5 4 7 au 
Weep not my bear 25 pa a ions. the good cods 
Shell fend ye io my bead a noble piince ; 


One that Nall | cad ye lorth Fu rated cf conduct, — il 
5 7 


t far that evel bone, 5 


50 


ALEXANDER THE GREAT. 43 


L. Break not our hearts with ſuch unkind expreſſions. 


Pr. We will not part with you, nor ny for ON 


. Perdicc:s, take this ring, 


15 And lee me laid in the temple of 3 A 


L:/. To whom dots your dread N bequeath | 
The empire of the world? 


£2. To him that is moſt worthy. 
ber. When will you, ſacred fir, that we ſhould give 


Iro vour great memory thoſe divine bonours 
Jynich ſuch exalted virtue does deſerre? 


Il. When you are moſt happy, and in a 


_ VYour hands—O Father, if I hzve diſchary'd 


Ide duty of a man to empire born; 


[if by unwearied t il I hare deferv'd 

 FThe vaſt renown of thy adopted fon. | 
Accept this ſoul which thou didſt firſt inſpire, _ 
And which this ſigh thus gives thee back again. [Die. g 


Lyſ. There fel: the pride and 5 to of- * war. 


lf there be treaſon let us find it out; 


1 


Iyſmachus ſtands forth to lead you on; 33 5 . 

And ſwears, by theſe moſt honour'd abi remains, 
Ie will not tafte thoſe joys which 3 ar 
OW 


Until he bas —_— 'd the veſt of e [Excunt. © 


T H E oy N D. 


8 . 
® ; 
* 
1 
p . 
0 
q 
« 
2 * , 
© 
* ; 
. 
A 
o Ld . 
LU p 
* 
þ 
t 
4 
* 
' 
. 
. 
* 
7 
, 
8 , 
1 
\ - 
4 o 
« 
3 
8 5 
* 
» fe. 
Li 
4 
* 
— 7 > 


